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Praeparo I : Weekends Were His 

4:53 PM TUESDAY 

A few taps of the keys and he was finished. He closed 
the file folder and placed it into his "OUT" box. The "IN" 
box on his desk stood empty as it always did just before he 
went on vacation. He had the next two days off. 

He always took his vacations in the middle of the 
week, preferring Wednesday and Thursday. He always came 
back on a Friday so that the pile in his "IN" box never 
became too large. Everyone else would take off starting on 
Thursday so they could add in the weekend. He preferred not 
to use the weekend for vacation. The weekend was his 
already. Why would anyone want to waste it? 

As the clock on his computer clicked over to 5:00 PM 
he switched the computer off. He rose from his chair and 
pushed it snuggly under his desk. He looked around for a 
moment to make sure everything was straightened up. He 
hated to return from vacation to a cluttered cubicle. 
Satisfied, he grabbed his bag and headed for the elevator. 

No one said "Good-bye", or even noticed him leave. 
They rarely did. He was the first to arrive in the morning 
and the first to leave in the evening. Even as he 
approached the elevator he wondered when the last time was 
that he had spoken to anyone in the office other than the 
mail boy to whom he always said "Thank you" when he was 
brought a piece of mail. 

Arriving at the elevator he pushed the "Down" button 
then detoured to his right. He knew it would take at least 
two minutes for the elevator to arrive. The floor he worked 
on was second from the top. Just beyond the elevator was a 
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small room, which contained the shared printers for the 
floor as well as a paper shredder, a copy machine, and a 
small work area for putting together packages. Over the 
work area he found what he was looking for. Stacked neatly, 
each in their own cubbyhole, were a wide array of FedEx 
packages. He grabbed one of the 2" thick boxes, which was 
still folded flat, and placed it under his arm. He returned 
to the elevator a second before the door opened. 

5:17 PM TUESDAY 

He pulled into the parking lot of the bank, taking 
note of the number of cars already there. He only had 13 
minutes until the bank closed. He had no time to waste 
waiting in a line. Luckily the lot was almost empty. 

He had chosen this bank over all of the others based 
on its relationship, in distance, to his office, and 
because they allowed access to the safety deposit boxes all 
the way up to closing time. Most other banks only offered 
that service until 4:00 PM. 

He signed in at the security desk and waited while the 
guard confirmed his signature and identity. Upon the 
confirmation of his identity, the woman in charge of the 
safety deposit boxes requested his key and then led him 
into the vault. While she slipped both keys into the box 
she reminded him that he only had a few minutes . He told 
her that was fine. She turned both keys simultaneously and 
the locks gave with a click. She swung open the door and 
removed the box. 

He followed her to a corridor containing a number of 
identical rooms. She led the way into one and placed the 
box down on a small counter. She closed the door to the 
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room on her way out leaving him alone. Lifting the lid of 
the box he stared for a moment at its contents. 

The box contained two items, a small fluorescent 
orange Walter PPK and a matching silencer. Pulling a 
handkerchief from his pocket he removed each piece in turn. 
The gun he placed in the right hand pocket of his jacket. 
The silencer he placed in the left. He closed the lid of 
the box with the handkerchief then returned it to the 
inside pocket of his jacket. Then he turned and opened the 
door. 

The woman replaced his box back into its hole and 
locked the door. On their way out of the vault she handed 
him his key and asked him if everything had been fine. He 
replied that it had while he signed himself out. 

THE GUN 

It had been three years ago that he had bought the gun 
from a man in the parking lot of a hotel. It wasn't a 
coincidence that in the hotel, while this transaction had 
been taking place, the annual Knife and Gun show had been 
in full swing. It filled their largest ballroom. 

He always found the best selection here, and this day 
was no different. The entire floor of the car's trunk had 
been littered with handguns. There were Barreta 9mms, Colt 
.45s, and a number of Clocks and Sig Sauers . Out of all of 
these, however, the Walter PPK screamed the loudest. This 
was the gun James Bond used. This would be his best bet. 

The gun cost him $300.00. He paid in cash. The guy who 
sold him the gun threw in a fully loaded clip for free. 
There were bargains everywhere. You just had to know where 
to find them. 
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On the walk back to his car, he got a feel for the 
gun's weight as it swung back and forth in his front pants 
pocket. In his back pocket he could feel the small manual 
he had bought from a vender in the dealer's room. It walked 
you through how to make a homemade silencer for the ten 
most popular handguns . At the time it had been written the 
Walter PPK had made the list. On the cover, in large red 
letters, a warning had been printed on the manual. It said 
in effect, that silencers were illegal and that the 
information contained in the manual was for entertainment 
purposes only. The manual, most likely, had been printed 
and saddle stitched at a local Kinko's. It even had 
diagrams. It had cost him $10.00. 

At home he had removed the clip and wrapped the gun in 
an oiled cloth. He'd placed both the clip and the gun into 
a shoebox. Two weeks later he'd added the silencer. He had 
five such boxes on the top shelf of his closet 
distinguishable from each other only by the height of the 
dust collected on their lids. 

The day after he had put the gun away was a Saturday. 
He went to the toy store. Amid the squirt guns and cap guns 
were the realistic looking guns . The only way to 
distinguish them at distance from the real thing was the 
fact that they were painted bright fluorescent colors. This 
had been a direct reaction by toy manufacturers to the 
accidental deaths of children who had been shot by Police 
thinking that the gun the child was pointing at them was 
real . 

He found what he was looking for in the "clearance" 
section. A bright orange Walter PPK including a silencer 
and a cheap plastic shoulder holster. The box was decorated 
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with images of Pierce Brosnan as 007 from the movie 
Goldeneye. It cost him $6.99. He paid cash. 

Having left the toy gun in his car he walked across 
the shopping center to the Home Depot. The logo was almost 
the same color as the toy gun. He took this as a good sign. 
Inside he purchased a can of quick drying Fluorescent 
enamel paint designed to adhere to metal and a 3 ' piece of 
1/4" wooden dowel. Again he paid cash. It cost him $3.27. 

The next morning he woke up early and enjoyed a cup of 
coffee while watching Sunday Morning with Charles Osgood. 
He liked the fact that almost all of the news segments were 
positive. It was the only news program he could stomach. 
After it was over he went to the garage and pulled out the 
lawn mower. He then mowed his front yard, collecting and 
bagging the trimmings . 

During the Spring and Summer he would mow his yard 
every Sunday. Normally he would mow his back yard too. For 
the last three weeks, however, he had not. 

He took a few moments after finishing the front to 
relax with a glass of iced tea in the air-conditioned 
splendor of his living room. When the tea was finished he 
went upstairs and once again removed the shoebox containing 
the Walter PPK. On his way to the garage, he grabbed two 
old T-shirts, from the dust rag pile in his closet. 

In the Garage he combined Ammonia and ash and used it 
to remove the grease from the surface of the gun. He then 
wrapped the gun carefully in the second T-shirt to keep it 
from collecting any new grease from his hands . He grabbed 
the bag from Home Depot and a stack of newspaper from the 
recycle pile and walked into his back yard. 

Two years earlier He'd installed the eight-foot wooden 
fence, which surrounded his property. He had done it not 
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only for privacy, but because it was considered a "Selling 
Point" improvement should he ever wish to move. It would 
seem he wasn't the only one who valued privacy. 

He walked to the point in his yard from which he could 
no longer see any of the other houses. He spread the 
newspaper down in overlapping sheets until he had an area 
of about four feet square. He broke the dowel in half and 
jammed the rough ends through the newspaper and into the 
ground as close to the center of the covered area as he 
could. On the ends of the dowels he placed the silencer and 
the gun respectively. He used the T-shirt. The weight of 
the gun bent the dowel slightly but not enough to cause the 
dowel to break or the gun to slip off. He then shook the 
can of paint until the familiar sound of the mixing ball 
rattled smoothly and rhythmically. He then carefully 
painted the gun and the silencer. 

They dried quickly in the afternoon sun as he sat 
relaxing in a lawn chair with a glass of Lemonade. He had 
also brought out a pair of cotton gloves. 

After removing the newly painted gun and silencer from 
the dowel he retired to his garage where, with the help of 
a No. 11 Xacto blade and an illuminated magnifying glass 
clamped to his work bench, he carefully scored away the 
paint at the gun's points of articulation. When he was 
satisfied, he returned the gun and silencer to the shoebox, 
still wearing the gloves. He didn't touch the gun again for 
almost three years . 

Outside, he collected the newspaper, T-shirt, and 
dowels, placed them on his back porch while he mowed and 
bagged his back lawn. He made sure to the mow the spot 
where the newspaper had been a number of times. When he was 
finished, he took a moment to burn the Newspaper, T-shirt, 
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and dowels, in a coffee can with small holes punched in the 
sides. The holes in the base of the can allowed oxygen to 
enter, which increased the temperature of the fire. With 
everything reduced to small coals and fine ash, he flushed 
it down the toilet. The coffee can he placed in the trash. 

Just before he went to bed he placed the trash bags 
full of lawn clippings and his regular trash and 
recyclables by the curb. The next day was Monday. Trash 
day. He planned to visit the bank the next day during 
lunch. He'd now had something to put in his safety deposit 
box. 

5:00 AM WEDNESDAY 

He woke early. Vacations always excited him. He 
showered and had a leisurely breakfast. He wouldn't be gone 
long enough to need a suitcase, or even a change of cloths 
for that matter. On the way out the door he grabbed the 
FedEx box he had picked up at the office. The box was now 
put together and sealed. 

He locked his front door and headed into the early 
morning air. No need for his car today, the bus stop was 
only three miles away. It usually took him about an hour 
and a half to get there if he maintained a brisk pace. This 
time of morning it wasn't yet hot enough to cause him to 
sweat. He didn't like to sweat. 

He only had to wait for five minutes for the bus to 
arrive. One transfer and forty-five minutes later he 
arrived in the "short term" parking lot of the airport. 

7:53 AM WEDNESDAY 

The thing he enjoyed most about the airport in the 
morning, especially in the middle of the week, was that it 
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was just crowded enough to be anonymous without having to 
wait very long in line. South West airlines had the 
shortest line with only two people, so that is where he 
went . 

The woman behind the counter was both polite and 
helpful, as they almost always were at the beginning of a 
shift. She didn't even seem to mind that he wanted to buy a 
ticket for the first flight out no matter where it went. It 
just happened to be Philadelphia. He bought a round trip 
ticket. He would return the next evening at 9:00PM. His 
flight would leave in a little over an hour from Gate 11. 
That would do just fine. He paid cash. He used his fake 
name from the ID he'd bought five years earlier for 
$3500.00. It had been the best investment he'd ever made. 
They weren't as hard to get as people believed. The woman 
never batted an eye . 

Before he passed through security, he walked to the 
FedEx drop box near the mailbox and the pay phones . He used 
the index to look up the closest branch near the Airport in 
Philadelphia. He wrote the name and address of an 
individual and company he'd picked-up earlier while 
watching someone else fill out a form from the corner of 
his eye. He had a good memory for these sorts of things. 
The account number he used was three months old. He never 
liked to use them after five months of obtaining them. You 
never knew when a company would go out of business. For the 
recipient portion of the form he used his fake name and the 
address of the FedEx station in Philadelphia. He checked 
the box for them to hold it for him at the station. The 
form complete he dropped the package into the drop-box. 
This was a bit risky, but FedEx didn't scan every package. 
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the probability was good they wouldn't scan his. Even if 
they did, they didn't know his real name. 

He went through security, having to remove his watch 
and a penknife from his pocket. Once he was cleared, he 
bought a cup of coffee on the way to Gate 11. He sat 
enjoying his coffee and waited for the plane to arrive. 

The plane was by no means full. Its sparse population 
was almost entirely businessmen and women. No one had time 
for chit-chat. There were meetings to prepare for and lost 
sleep to catch up on. The flight lasted two hours. 

11:13 AM WEDNESDAY 

He passed virtually unnoticed through the airport and 
caught a cab outside. He told the driver that the airline 
had lost his luggage and he needed to be taken to the 
closest large shopping mall. The driver gave him a choice 
between a smaller one close by and the Plaza in King of 
Prusia. He chose the mall in King of Prusia. He liked the 
way it sounded. Though the cab fare was more than he 
expected, he considered it a good deal. The King of Prusia 
mall was thirty minutes from the airport. 

Like all good malls, this one was huge. A world unto 
itself, it had everything a person could ever want or need. 
His first stop was the food court where he leisurely downed 
a Chick-Fil-A sandwich, a medium waffle fries, and a Dr. 
Pepper. As he watched the activity around him, he thought 
of how much difference it made that the chicken breast in 
his sandwich had been brined in pickle juice before it had 
been fried. 

He killed some time by taking in a movie in the 
theatre. It was another limp effort by Adam Sandler. He was 
not impressed but then again he knew he wasn't going to be 
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from the outset. After the movie ended he followed the 
short path toward the parking garage. He had begun to 
notice that as was the way of such things, almost all malls 
that incorporated movie theatres into their complex 
attached a parking garage close by. It must have something 
to do with the fact that the theatre is usually open a 
number of hours later than the mall itself . He wondered who 
had thought of it first. 

The parking garage was large and dimly lit. The sun 
crashed through from the openings in the far walls . The 
sunlight didn't make it very far into the interior though. 
It did, however, provide a number of nice shadow areas. 
Surprisingly, there were only two surveillance cameras. It 
would be simple to keep his back to them at all times. 

A Short walk across the parking lot and a busy four 
lane through road was a Days Inn. He checked in under the 
same name he had used to purchase the ticket and paid cash. 
He opted for the EZ checkout. His room was on the ground 
floor and as he had requested near the back. He had told 
the clerk he wanted to be as far away from the busy 
intersection as he could. 

The room was cold when he entered. He liked it that 
way. He fell asleep watching television and woke early in 
the morning. He was hungry. 

7:30 AM THURSDAY 

He sat in the "breakfast room" enjoying his 
complimentary continental breakfast. He ate a bagel with 
jelly, and apple, and drank two cups of coffee. When he was 
finished he had the clerk on duty call him a cab. He waited 
outside for it to arrive. 
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The Fed-Ex office was twenty minutes from the hotel. 
He asked the cab driver to wait as he went in to retrieve 
his package. He'd memorized the tracking number earlier the 
day before and the number had washed easily from his hand 
during his morning shower. It took a few moments for his 
package to be located. Though he rarely got nervous, this 
small wait put him on edge. The probability that someone 
had discovered the truth about his package's contents was 
extremely small, but it was still a possibility. 

He was running all the possible scenarios of discovery 
that he could think of in his head when the Fed-Ex clerk 
brought out his package. He signed the name of his alter 
ego with his left hand. He was right handed, but had taught 
himself how to do this one thing with his left hand. He 
thanked the clerk and walked outside. The cab driver was 
still there. 

8:50 AM THURSDAY 

Back at the hotel, he paid the cab driver and then 
waited until the cab was out of sight. He then made the 
walk once again across the street to the mall. 

As he entered the mall a few of the stores were still 
rolling up their security gates. It was by no means empty 
though. The mall walkers were in full swing making their 
never-ending loops around the internal circumference of the 
mall's interior. He had never understood the appeal and 
hoped that when he reached sixty-five the urge to mall walk 
would not kick in as though it had once been a hardwired 
instinct. With this thought also came the realization that 
he also had no desire to ever eat dinner as early as 4:30 
PM. 
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He returned to the food court and made straight for 
the men's room. Inside he quickly took the label off of the 
package and stuffed it into his pocket. He tore open the 
box and removed its contents then placed the Fed-Ex box 
into the trashcan. He removed the gun and silencer from its 
James Bond packaging with the help of a paper towel . He 
then assembled the gun and with the same paper towel 
slipped it into his jacket pocket. He then flushed the 
paper towel down the toilet and threw the toy box into a 
different trashcan. 

Everything satisfactorily completed he took a moment 
to relieve himself and wash his hands and face. He flushed 
the paper towels he used to dry off with down the toilet as 
well . 

9:20 AM THURSDAY 

Over the course of the next few hours he simply moved 
around the mall sitting on one bench after another watching 
the people go by. Soon the mall walkers began to dwindle 
and were replaced by full time moms bored with Daytime 
television, dragging their children behind them or pushing 
them along in front of themselves in strollers . After about 
two hours of watching all the people he had journeyed full 
circle around the mall and found himself back at the food 
court. 

11:23 AM-THURSDAY 

He had just finished off another lunch of Chick-Fil-A 
and was wiping his mouth with a napkin when he saw her. She 
was young, in her mid thirties. She had obviously just 
finished shopping and walked with her weight shifted to her 
right foot because of the purchases which filled her arms. 
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She was heading toward the entrance to the parking garage, 
through the theater annex. Slowly he stood and began to 
follow her. 

The pathway between the theater and garage was almost 
completely empty of people. The turn over of theater goers 
would not begin for another hour or so. The first showings 
of the day had just begun. As he walked twenty yards behind 
her he watched her preoccupation with the awkwardness of 
her purchases. 

The irises of his eyes widened as he passed from the 
well lit interior of the mall into the cool dark cave of 
the garage. He listened to the staccato sound of her heels 
hitting the concrete. Like a metronome, they seemed to keep 
time for all of the atmospheric sound around him. He fell 
seamlessly into the rhythm. 

His rubber soled Kenneth Cole's made no noise as he 
continued to shadow her. From his inside jacket pocket he 
pulled a pair of cotton gloved. The fingers stretched then 
relaxed as pulled them onto his hands. 

From the location of her car in the garage, he 
surmised that she must have arrived in the morning, within 
moments of when he'd stepped through the entrance of the 
mall. The car sat less than thirty yards from the doorway 
they had both passed through moments ago. She was already 
fiddling with her trunk when he pulled the gun and silencer 
from his pocket. As she placed each bag into the trunk he 
cut the distance between them in half. She closed the 
trunk, the sound of which echoed through the garage like a 
gunshot . 

He was less than ten feet away from her when the lock 
to the driver's side door gave way to the authority of her 
key. He knew she could finally sense him as he passed 
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within five feet of the trunk of her car. She turned, as 
anyone would, to make sure he was going to pass by her. As 
she did he raised the gun and shot her once just below her 
left breast. 

He didn't even watch as she began to slump between the 
two cars . She hit the ground mere seconds before he dropped 
the gun. He removed the gloves and used his side to push 
open the door to the stairwell. He was walking away from 
the garage and into the afternoon sun less than two minutes 
later. 

Five minutes later her was on the public bus, the mall 
receding behind him. He rode the bus until it came to a 
stop at a busy intersection. He left the cotton gloves on 
the floor under his seat. From the intersection, it took 
him almost ten minutes to hail a cab. It took another 
forty-five minutes to get to the airport through the 
lunchtime traffic. 

It would be another five hours before his flight so he 
bought a book at the newsstand and a cup of coffee. He sat 
down at his gate and began reading the book. If they were 
going to find him, he didn't want to know until it was too 
late. He didn't stop reading until they called for his 
flight to be boarded. Around him planes took of and landed 
and people hurried back and forth trying to get where they 
were going. All of them were oblivious to each other. 

His flight was fifteen minutes late, most of them were 
these days. He finished the book before the plane landed. 
He left it in the pocket of the seat in front of him as he 
exited. Maybe someone would find it more enjoyable than he 
had. 

Due to the late hour he had to wait longer than he 
cared to for the bus. Two and a half hours later he walked 
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through his front door. The weather had changed while he 
had been gone. He sweated profusely as he walked home. 

A shower and a warm glass of milk later he was asleep. 
It was a good rich deep sleep. It was the kind of sleep he 
rarely had. Five hours later he was showering. An hour 
after that he walked into his office. 

No one had really noticed he'd been gone except for 
the woman in the cubicle next to his. She said in passing 
how she thought he might have been sick and that she was 
glad he was OK. He smiled and thanked her, then sat down at 
his desk. 

His "IN" pile was small and he finished most of it by 
lunch. By the time 5:00 PM had rolled around he'd been 
surfing the Internet for over an hour. There had been a 

nice online article in the Philadelphia Enquirer . He had 
read it and then erased the browser cache and cookies from 
his computer using the Internet control panel. He shut off 
the computer and straightened his desk. Satisfied that 
everything was where it belonged he headed for the 
elevator. 

As the elevator dropped, he smiled. Fridays always 
brought a smile to his face. The weekends were his. 
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